FUNGI

It would hardly have been civil to say that I had barely
opened my mouth to him, but I saw no reason why I
shouldn't go on listening and I wondered what would
be his next text. "We were talking aboutwomen," hesaid.

I nodded.

"Well, are you fond of mushrooms?"

He had chosen his own ground, and I thought it was
time I made a stand. "I think," I said, "they are
amongst the most beautiful things in nature. No
dancer ever had such exquisite pleats as their pink gills,
and, in spite of their seeming solidity, they are so
exquisitely light. And the other fungi too . . ."

"But, my dear sir," he interrupted, "I didn't mean
that at . . ."

"No," I said, as with instant comprehension, "I didn't
mean to say that I entirely agree with this propaganda
in favour of edible fungi. After all, there are only a few
score of those, whereas there are thousands of the
others. It simply isn't safe unless you are an expert.
All I meant was that, poisonous or not, when you see
those lovely splashes of orange and red and purple in the
autumn beech-woods you wonder . . ."

"I'm so sorry, sir," he exclaimed, still polite and eager,
"but I mean, don't you think they're good . . ."

"Good, and remarkable," I assured him; "a man
told me that in Hawaii another man watched a fungus
grow three inches vertically in five-and-twenty minutes.
It belonged, I think, to the Stinkhorn tribe. We have
some of them in this country. But fungi, of course, are
very cosmopolitan; they are much less local than plants
and . . ."
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